life. And what have I done with it ? Squandered
it. What matter if it is all spent so long as I may see
my house once more.
When he went out the sun was shining in a sky
clear except for a few clouds that hid it from time
to time. He wanted to go to the station immediately
but he decided that he would rather return in the
dark. He wandered about the town, slowly, aim-
lessly. Sometimes he looked at a passer-by, some-
times he thought: It might have been different if
people had helped me, but they have always been
strangers to me.
By the late afternoon he could wait no longer,
but in order not to get there too early he decided to
walk. Even on the Haarlem road he walked
slowly, staring at the sky, red and grey over the
meadows. He noticed that his feet were light and
hardly made a sound on the stones of the road.
The Amsterdam Gate rose up black in the darkness,
with a tiny yellow light in the entrance. He stood
still for a moment, and then made a detour. At
the cross-roads, he hesitated again ; he wanted to
go the shortest way, but fear drove him on to the
quiet ramparts, where, except for a few isolated
lamps, there was hardly a light. He started at the
sound of a door being slammed. At the bridge he
decided to wait before he went past the house, in
an hour or two the shops would be shut, and he
would not be seen by the neighbours. Once again